

I placed my hand on Lyla’s large belly, swollen with my heir. She was due soon. And I was thrilled. We all were. This heir would be my first born, the first of its kind, thanks to Serum 69. It made me happy to see my crew working diligently on the celebrations. A flock of women working hard making sure all was in order, as they should.

“Are you excited for tonight, Lyla?” I asked my first mate.

“Of course, I can’t believe this is real,” she placed her hand over mine.

“Believe it, and this is just the beginning.”

Lyla sat in the captain’s chair of our space vessel. The only woman amongst my crew so far to have the honor. A crew that consisted of all women. Rather, all fertile women. Myself included. Of course, thanks to Serum 69, I was not a woman with a fertile womb but a fertile cock instead. A mighty cock, strong and capable of mass impregnation. Just as needed. Serum 69 helped to alter my DNA, turn me into the ravaging construct of pure lust that I was. With a sexy female form, full tits and tight ass. But a cock that would shame most men. It’s no wonder so many women choose to join me out here in infinite space, traveling galaxies in search of new recruits. Recruits that would join me in bringing forth a new breed of humans to this world.

As Lyla approached her due date it meant another would have to take her place. Another to foster an heir in their womb for me, for Serum 69. Tonight was about celebrating Lyla and my soon to be newborn, this was true. However the festivities served another purpose. The purpose was to find a suitable candidate amongst the crew. They were all suitable in some aspects, they would have not been otherwise chosen. But I could only spill so much seed in one night. And it was crucial that it takes. Once I manage to fill more bellies with the product of my love perhaps we can take some chances, but not this early on, not so soon.

I leaned down and kissed Lyla’s lips. Her tongue tickled at my own. I hungered for her, to have her spread open in my chair. But I had to hold back my desire. Not yet, not now. The time for some fun will come, but not until everyone is ready. And especially not until I had my next dosage of the serum.              I got down on my knees and kissed her belly right about the naval. Lyla ran her fingers through my long dark hair.

“I wish I could bend you over that chair right now,” I said.

“So why don’t you,” said Lyla.

“You know I have to save some for the other women, you have already had your fill,” I said, giving her belly another kiss.

“I always want more,” said Lyla, playfully tugging my hair back.

“So do I,” I said, crawling up the chair to her lips. Getting another taste of her, “Perhaps an appetizer to hold me over until later, than.”

“Bon appetit,” whispered Lyla, her tongue licking at my ear, sucking on the lobe.

I slid down her body, stopping at her engorged breasts. Pulling them out from behind her dress. Full and enlarged with milk, nourishment for the future of our crew. I tweaked her nipples until they stiffened. Clear liquid dripping from the tips. It was a good start. I stuck my tongue out and licked it off her. Sweet on my tongue. I tugged at her breasts, working the milk out until it sprayed in streams, bathing the two of us. Lyla was ready to be suckled, ready to feed me, her Queen and Captain. I latched onto her tits, sucking the milk out. Cream dripping down my chin. I wiped some off on the back of my wrist. I swapped milk from my mouth into hers, so she may have a taste as well.

Lyla squirmed in the chair with excitement. Her breasts heaving from her heavy breathing. This was my responsibility as their Dominant Queen. To see to their satisfaction. And I did not fail in my responsibilities. And they in turn did not fail me. A perfect reciprocal relationship. I gripped at Lyla’s thighs, spreading her legs open as she sat in the chair. This was our purpose here. I hiked her dress up. Rubbing my hand over her panties. Feeling the wetness soaking through them as I pressed on her clit.

“Just a small taste won’t ruin my dinner,” I said.

“No, just a little taste.”

I bit down on the waistband of her panties, peeling them down her legs with my mouth, getting them out of the way. I stuck my face between her thighs. My hands reaching up, grabbing her breasts. Milk seeping down my fingertips.

I sucked on her clit, Lyla rocked back and forth in the chair. Grinding her pussy on my lips. Taking my head in her hands and pressing me deeper against her so she can ride my face to explosion.

“Fuck, I thought you said just a taste,” squirmed Lyla.

“You know I can’t help myself,” I said, her juices dripping down my lips.

A knock sounded on the door. I normally don’t mind being disturbed, it usually just means another participant. But this time I knew it was different. This time it meant we were ready to take off. We docked at a fueling station to refuel and stock up and grab what we needed. I wanted to keep eating Lyla out more than anything. The longer we stay docked here though the greater the risk. And I didn’t need some firefight ruining my plans for today, no matter how good Lyla’s pussy tastes, it’s not worth dying for. Well….maybe. When you have as much Serum 69 onboard as I do, staying at anyone place for too long is dangerous, let alone a backwater station such as this. Too many blackmarket thieves around here.

“Come in,” I said.

The door slid open and in walked Ana. I turned around, wiping the drops of milk from my mouth.

“My Dominance, we are ready to depart.”

“Very well, I’ll instruct the crew further, stay here and see to it that Lyla is satisfied.”

“With pleasure, My Queen.”

I left, leaving the two of them behind to finish what I started. I’ll have my time with the two of them soon enough.

“Come on over here Ana,” said Lyla, slapping her palm with a wet smack against her pussy.

We couldn’t stay here, that much I knew. No place is ever really safe for us. And I didn’t want anything getting in the way of tonight's plan. We would take this vessel far away. Out into the void of empty space, nothing around us for lightyears. Like a single needle in a stack of infinite hay. No one would find us. The pilot and myself discussed coordinates and other such intricacies of our flight plan. Until we both arrived at an agreeable location to stop. I was a risk taker, I would take us so far out, it would only be by the grace of the divine we’d have enough fuel to make it to the nearest station. She was far more logical and level headed, always keeping me in check. A good Queen knows her weaknesses, and listens to her advisors.

Once stopped, floating in the nothingness of space, it was time to begin. The excitement in the air was tangible. Everyone was in good spirits now. Nothing to worry about this far away from the next closest life form. Most of the crew already assembled in the mess hall, everyone without a job to do currently, showed up. But none of them had a smile as big as Lyla, then again how could they. More than anyone this day was about her and myself, and she already got a feel of that earlier. The cacophony of voices died down as I approached my seat next to Lyla. I put a hand up and waved the silence off, informing them not to quiet at my presence. Sure this was about Lyla and myself but it was also about us, all of us. And I wanted them to enjoy it. Their voices once again crescendoed into an uproar of jubilee.

“How’s the food,” I leaned in close to Lyla, so she could hear.

“Fantastic, that chef from the Milky Way was quite the find, try some.”

She certainly was. A skilled chef, and the body of a woman who sure did love her food. A win all around. I gazed around the hall seeing if I could spot her, wanting to show my gratitude. However it was impossible to single any one person out in this commotion.

“Remind me to thank her,” I said.

“Yes, My Love.”

I feasted on the wonderfully prepared meal. I slurped down oyster after oyster, filling my belly with their potency. My plate packed with foods commonly known for their aphrodisiac properties. I popped a fig into my mouth, the sweet juices running down my throat. All this food could only satisfy so much. The true hunger ached between my legs, no amount of oysters or figs or asapurgus would do. No matter how delicious they were. I was careful though not to overeat. I didn’t want to end up immobile, stuffing myself into a food coma. I would be of no use to my women if I allowed that. I’m not so good at controlling my urges sometimes, and this succulent meal was hard to pace.

I sucked down one last oyster, savoring the flavor on my tongue before swallowing. The time for our party to continue elsewhere approached. I had my hand on Lyla’s thigh, stroking her leg, sneaking my fingers near her vagina from under the table. She smiled a cute smile, fig juice dripping down her chin. I took my thumb and wiped it off, Lyla put my thumb in her mouth, not wanting to waste a drop.

“I think it’s time we began,” I said to Lyla.

“I agree,” she said.

I pushed my chair back and stood up, the hall went quiet. Waiting for me to speak. I don’t like speeches. They aren’t natural. I rather lead by speaking to individuals, not masses. Sometimes it just can’t be helped.

“Thank you all for this. You each have my appreciation and gratitude. To think in just about one week the first flower of all our efforts shall bloom. The risk each of you take in being here is great, but I promise it is worth it. I will keep this promise.”

I looked over the crowd, the women nodding in their approval. Kind and beautiful women, each and every one of them.

“A Captain could not ask for a better crew, a Queen could not ask for a better empire, and my heart could not ask for better lovers.”

“You got that right,” shouted one of the women, a bit tipsy from the wine.

“Alright, alright ...you know I love you. Now it is time for Lyla and myself to take our leave. For those of you who are at peak ovulation and would like to join, you will find us in the other mess hall.”

I reached out a hand to help Lyla up out of her seat, she took me in one hand, her other placed protectively over her belly.

The other mess hall, was not really a mess hall at all. It wasn’t for eating, well not eating food anyway. In it we made a mess of a different sort. A dirty, satisfying mess of love. Instead of tables and chairs it had beds and sheets. The largest and softest in the galaxy. The best of the best, the kind you find in an intergalactic love hotel. In fact that’s where we got them from. A gift from one of the women who joined us, she owned such a hotel at one point before giving it up to join our cause. I took a seat on the edge of the bed. There was one last thing I had to take care of before the other women showed up.

I rolled up my sleeve, revealing my forearm, “I’m ready,” I said to Lyla.

Lyla reached into her bag and pulled out a small black kit. Inside was a single dose of Serum 69, prepared and ready for use. She took the needle out of the kit and sat on the bed next to me. Wiping a swab of cotton over my flesh. My heart raced in my chest. The excitement of what’s to come pulsated through my body. Well that, and the fear of needles. All these doses, each day, and yet I still hated them. Lyla took my wrist into her hand, the needle penetrating my flesh. Instantly a jolt of warm electricity shot up my arm and into my heart. Lyla pulled the needle out and placed it back into the kit. I dropped my body down onto the bed. A warm glow radiated from my pores. The sheets of the bed had never felt so soft against my back. Everything tingled, as my lust and desire grew. The Serum turned me into a fertile beast of a human, raging for sex. This is what gave me such a strong and mighty cock most men could only dream of having.

I propped myself up. Ready to fight or fuck, or maybe a mix of both. I wanted it, needed it, and needed it now.

“Now where did we leave off,” I said to Lyla.

“I think I remember,”she said.

Lyla came over to me. Her hands tugging at my body, and tearing at my clothes, getting at that which waited for her underneath. She tore my shirt off. Her fingers gliding along my breasts, teasing at my nipples. As she did, I went for hers. Ripping her dress open down the front, tearing the fabric in half. Her engorged breasts swollen with more milk. More to suck and feed on. Lyla hungered as much as I did, hungered for a taste of my cock. Lyla tugged at her nipples, spraying milk, coating my thick cock in cream. She grasped me, stroking, with both hands.

“I want you to make me gag on it,” said Lyla.

I took her face between my hands, forcing her down on my cock. She opened her mouth wide, her tongue licking the milk off it. Her spit dripped down my shaft as I pushed forward. She knew she wouldn't be the recipient of my seed this time. She only wished to help build me up for the lucky one so chosen for it. She pulled her mouth off, a bit of milk and spit, spewing back over me. She went down to my balls, sucking them into her mouth, her fingers sliding over the tip of my slick cock.

The door opened and in walked three of my crew; Ana, Lyssa, and Nia. They came in wearing nothing but bras and panties.

“We should have known our Queen couldn’t wait,” said Ana.

“Well get over here then,” I said.

Ana, crawled on top of the bed, coming over to me. She played with my long dark hair, her lips embracing mine. Lyla spit on my cock, sucking it back up.

“I’m sure she still has plenty left for us,” said Lyssa.

Lyssa got behind Lyla. Lyla stuck her ass up, Lyssa licked at Lyla’s clit and slid her panties down her legs and off over heels.

“Come Nia, don’t be shy,” I said, patting the empty space next to me on the bed.

Each one of these ladies wanted my strong seed to fill up the inside of their pussy. They each came here for one thing. My mighty load, shooting deep inside them, enough to fill their womb. To give birth to the next heir. Tonight I could only fill one. But I did not yet know which. I’d hate to disappoint any one of them. But there would always be more chances, if they so desired. As I’m sure they will.

Ana sat herself down on my face. Her wet pussy grinding against my lips. My tongue dapping inside of her sweet hole. Lyssa, moved over to my cock, her tongue flicking along my shaft as Lyla sucked the tip. Ana and Lyssa were the type to take what they wanted. Nia, not so much, she wanted someone to take her. I gripped onto Ana’s fat ass, spreading it, as she rode my face. And did she ever have a fat fucking ass. Each slap caused it to bounce. Nia fingered herself, watching her friends pleasure me. The slick sound of her wet pussy, sweet to my ears.

“Nia, why don’t you come sit on it,” said Lyssa, giving my cock a shake. Lyssa held my cock straight as Nia lowered herself down on it. The tip stretching her entrance open, until she sat all the way down.

“How does her cock feel,” said Lyssa.

“Amazing,” said Nia, lifting her hips up and down, biting her lip. Her tight pussy gripped onto my cock with each motion. She leaned forward, rubbing her clit against my pelvis. Satisfying herself with my body. I gave Ana another slap, as she breathed heavily, running her pussy along my dripping tongue.

I knew I had to have Ana. I had to take her from behind, and watch as that thick ass swallowed up my cock. I tossed Ana off my face and onto the bed. I lifted myself up and kissed Nia on the lips. Licking her face, her cheeks, thanking her. But it was Ana’s pussy I wanted to plunge into this night. I pulled out of Nia.

“Lyla, treat Nia well,” I said.

I flipped Ana over, bringing her knees in beneath her so her ass fully presented itself for me. I teased the tip of my cock at her opening before pressing in. Lyssa came over and gave me a hand, then two. Fitting me into Ana’s pussy. I pulled Ana’s hips back, gripped between my fingers. So plump and ripe. Her ass shook as I thrust forward into her. She let out a moan of delight.

“Yes.. fuck me my Queen.”

I did as she asked. My thighs slapping against her ass, with each long stroke.

Lyssa brought her face underneath us. Her mouth sucking on what didn’t fit into Ana. Licking the juices from her pussy off my cock each time I pulled back, her hands grabbing at my breasts, pinching my nipples. Every part of my body stimulated by one of the women.

“Please cum in me...I want you to cum inside me,” Ana cried out. She tossed her ass back fucking me hard in return. Determined to work every drop of cum from out of my cock, to drain me in my entirety. I held Ana’s body down, as I repeatedly forced my cock as far in as possible. Shoving myself into her tight pussy faster and faster. Short frantic bursts, stimulating the tip of my cock. Building up to the edge. Fighting off the need to blow for as long as I could, building it up until I holding in felt like no longer an option.

I pinned Ana down underneath my body. Securing her to bed with my strength. Taking her how I wanted. Taking her until her legs shook. And her back arched, and her large breasts heaved in the air. Lyla sprayed streams of her milk into my mouth and down my breasts as I plunged into my chosen. Plunged and then exploded a load of warm sticky cum ever deeper into her tight cunt. Holding Ana down as I filled her up. The cum dripping out of her pussy as I continued to use her. Making sure to finish completely in her. My cock overly sensitive, twitched and jumped inside her, but I didn’t stop. Lost in the lust for her body, lost in the lust of Serum 69, I pumped away. Sliding in and out of her cum filled pussy. Lyssa wiped the cum from off my cock, and spread it along Ana’s pussy lips. Making sure none was left out.

“Thank you..my Queen..thank you,” huffed Ana, out of breath.

Lyssa cleaned what was left on my cock with her tongue, spitting it back into Ana.

The three women gathered around Ana, stroking her hair, rubbing her back, making her feel good and loved, helping her to catch her breath. My crew never failed to disappoint me. And for this reason I never failed to disappoint them. But gave them all I could. If only I had more to give. If only I could give to them all simultaneously. But I am only one woman with one cock, as strong as it was.

I gave Ana a kiss, “Let’s hope,” I said, rubbing her belly. It was still left up to chance. Even with the two of us at peak fertility, it was still only a chance. I took Lyla’s hand in mine, “Let’s hope tonight there will be another,” I gave her belly a soft pat.

The Happy Hucow

It's about time I got my life back together. I was worried about finding a new job. I didn't expect to get employed at a farm. A city girl like me is rather naïve when it comes to all that. I will have much to learn.

Thankfully my new employer is an alpha male who is used to working with his hands and can show me the ropes. The milk here is always the freshest and hopefully with my help it will be all the more creamier. I've got a body made for producing and he can see that. It's about time someone noticed what I can be used for.

Don't Stop Swapping: 5 Book Bundle (Transgender, Gender Swap, Hucow, Fertile, Milking)

A collection of stories featuring all sorts of unique and wonderful tales of Gender Swaps

A new pill that causes transformations and there's an Alpha Doctor that needs seducing.

A Dominant Transgender Space Queen looks for fertile women to join her crew.

Taken by his best friend after the Hucow witch's milk changes his body.

And a Vampire with more than just a bite.

Transgender Vampire Transformations 6 Book Bundle (Vampires, Shemale, Futa, M2F On Female, Gender Swap, BUNDLE)

Take some time and enjoy what's inside; Vampires and women with a surprise between the thighs, male to female Gender Swap and First Time Feminization.

Vampires love to suck and these ones suck a lot.

Also Best Friends discovering each others secrets.

Lesbian Fervor (3 Story Bundle, FF, Sorority, Interracial)

Finding a friend to share in your first time isn't easy but when it happens its worth it.

Whether its starting at university or at a new job it, having an extra pair of hands to work with is always the way to go.

And go and go and go until you get there.

Because these ladies won't stop until they're satisfied.
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